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Joe “Bob ‘Belggs Pea $3 


at — Can Kill 


guess I’m the 

last guy in the 
world who thinks 
cigarettes are 
okay. 

Please don’t 
kill me. 

Lately there’s 
been a slew of ar- 
ticles and news 
magazine shows 
about how evil the 
tobacco companies 
are. They're actu- 
ally trying to get 
people to smoke 
cigarettes. 

Listen up, you 
guys. That’s their 
purpose in life. 
already knew this. 
I didn’t need Diane 
Sawyer to tell me 
about it. Every 
time I see a big to- 
bacco leaf come up 
on the screen, and giant letters that say “The To- 
bacco Industry,” somehow I already know the next 
words are not gonna be “Friend of the American 
Consumer.” 

In the fifties and sixties, there were documenta- 
ries on tobacco that actually tried to let both sides 
speak. They don’t even try anymore. If they do have 
any interviews with a tobacco company spokesman, 
they set the camera down at around shoelace level, 
shoot up into the guy’s nostrils, and zoom in for 
closeups of the sweat oozing out of his neck. This is 
so we'll all know he’s a liar. 

Why bother? It’s like watching a show on the Ku 
Klux Klan. We don’t sit there in suspense, wonder- 
ing who’s side the network is on. 

Anyhow, as a person who sometimes still sits in 
the smoking section—please don’t kill me—I wanna 





Sean Bridgers (left) doesn’t know exactly what went wrong en he hitched 
a ride with Andrew Porter, but he’s definitely reporting this to the American 
Automobile Association, in Road Kill USA. 


say a few things in favor of the Wicked Weed People. 

Numero Uno: A cigarette is only one of the legal 
things that can kill you. Jack Daniels, Budweiser, 
and Beanee Weenees are equally lethal. And, in 
every case, you die in the same way. You use too 
goldang much of it. When John Candy died, I don’t 
think anybody called for a ban on pasta. 

Numero Two-o: It says on the package, “This 
here cigarette can kill you.” Since only grown-ups 
can buy it, it’s none of our business. 

Numero Three-o: Tobacco was the first Ameri- 
can crop. It’s historic. It’s part of our heritage. And 
for the first 300 years we grew it, nobody cared. You 
can’t ask people to invest in a business for 300 
goldang years, and then suddenly tell em, “Okay, 
that’s it—we’ve changed our mind.” 

Numero Four-o: The reason the tobacco compa- 


nies are so powerful is that, 
in the early seventies, to- 
bacco advertising was 
banned on TV, the first time 
the First Amendment was 
steamrolled and stomped on 
in this country. That means 
that only the brands that 
existed in 1971—Marlboro, _. 
Winston, Kool, and the _ 
lighter ones owned by those 

same companies, like Vir- 
ginia Slims—could survive. 
Nobody else could get into 
the market, because they 
couldn’t get their advertis- 
ing message out. So you 
had four or five huge com- 
panies completely control- 
ling the market, making 
more and more money each 
year, spending millions on 
tennis tournaments, char- 
ity events, stock car races, 
and anything else they 
could put their names on, 
becoming more and more 








Sean Bridgers, Deanna Perry and Andrew Porter stop at Joe Bob’s 
Drive-In long enough to make a few thematic speeches and suck up 






identified as permanent to Joe Bob so he'll give the movie four stars. (It worked.) 


immovable objects, until today theyre among the 
biggest companies in the world, and they have sub- 
sidiaries that own everything from cranberry juice 
to missile guidance systems. 


Founded 1985 


Formerly We Are the Weird 


“The Newsletter That’s Like a Drug: 
The First One’s Always Free” 


Vol. 10, No. 15: July 25, 1994 


Publisher: Joe Bob Briggs 

Editor: Tanja Lindstrom 

Advertising/Marketing Director: Mary Koon 

Money Person: Marlinda Lovett 

Artist: Joe Rocco 

Contributing Artists: Ace Backwards, Guy 
Staats, Henry Roll, Stephanie Piro 


The Joe Bob Report, formerly We Are the Weird, (ISSN 
1056-2427) is published bi-weekly for $65 per year by the Joe 
Bob Briggs Museum of American Culture, a non-profit organi- 
zation, 6211 W. Northwest Hwy. Suite C-123, Dallas, TX 
75225. Second class postage paid at Dallas, Texas. 

Rates for the rest of the world are $100 a year. 

POSTMASTER: Send address changes to The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 

All contents © 1994 by Joe Bob Briggs. We accept 
unsolicited stuff in the mail, and we pay $25 for it if we use it. 
We're especially interested in short satire and innovative 
cartoonists. 

We will send one free sample copy to anyone in the world. 
Just send us the name and address. 

Our Fax number is 214-368-2310. 





If you don’t like the tobacco companies, then you 
shouldn’t give them a monopoly on the market. 

The regulators were stupid. The censors lost. 
The tobacco companies won. Game over. Now leave 
em alone. 

Speaking of things North Carolina should be 
proud of, Tony Elwood, the one-man Charlotte film 
industry, has made a new flick, and this time I think 
he’s qualified for the Drive-In Olympics. You might 
remember Tony as the guy who made Killer two 
years ago for $9,000. I called it the cheapest drive-in 
movie ever made, but other people have come for- 
ward since then to claim they made em cheaper. 
Anyhow, it’s still the cheapest drive-in movie that 
you can actually sit through. I put it on my cable 
show, it had a video release, film festivals showed 
it—and everybody’s been waitin to see what Tony 
would do next. 

And here it is—Road Kill USA—the story of a 
typical psychotic white-trash couple careening across 
the back highways of the South with a hapless good- 
ole-boy teenager in the back seat, trying to figure out 
why they keep driving all through the night and 
giggling about whoever they just carved up, clubbed 
to death, or crushed to death with a hydraulic lift. 

This is a great funny sick weird road movie, and 
Tony did two things to move up into the big leagues: 

1) He hired actual professional actors. 

2) He included a scene in “Joe Bob’s Drive-In” in 
order to suck up to me and get a good review. 

It worked. 


who dies by having his mouth 
and nostrils Super-Glued 
shut (it’s not a pretty sight); 
Sean Bridgers, as the kid 
whose idea of a felony is to 
sneak up on top of the K- 
Mart dumpster so he can see 
the drive-in porno movies for 
free; Deanna Perry, as the 
bimbo nympho who says “I 
was abducted by aliens 
once—at least I think I was— 
there was this weekend when 
I was about 18 years old that 
I don’t remember nothing 
about”; and, of course, Tony 
Elwood, the young whipper- 
snapper who is well on his 
way to the Drive-In Hall of 
Fame. 
_ Four stars. 

Andrew Porter gives Jeff Pillars a few Super-Glue lessons. Joe Bob says check it out. 

This movie is so good that if I tell you what 
happens, it’ll spoil the whole thing, so lemme just say 
it’s the story of a twisted maniac with too much time 
on his hands, the small-town Texas girl who loves 
him as much as her Spearmint, and the small-town 
South Carolina kid who, even after the fourth mur- 
der, still thinks he’s just riding around with some 
eccentrics. (I guess he had to be from South Carolina, 
didn’t he? Anybody from North Carolina would have 
been considered too intelligent for the part.) 

Anyhow, just when you think you know what’s 
happening in this movie, you don’t. And just when 
you realize you don’t, you still don't. 

Great job. Best of the year. And even though 
Tony doesn’t want me to © 
tell you how much he 
spent on this one, lemme 
just say it was less than 
Schindler’s List. In fact, 
it was less than “Schind- 
ler’s Grocery List.” 

Nine dead bodies. 
Two-by-four to the fore- 
head. Steel pipe to the 
skull. Throat-slitting. 
Neck-slicing. Kneecap- 
shooting. Gratuitous 
foul-mouthed hitchhik- 
ing circus clown. Drive- 
In Academy Award nomi- 
nations for Andrew Por- 
ter, as the sneering 
redneck ringleader, for 
saying “Living is the key 
to all knowledge”; Jeff 












Greedy Developer Alert! 


First the Las Vegas 4 Drive-In, off the 
Tonapah Highway in Sin City, built two addi- 
tional screens and became the Las Vegas 6. This 
was only last year. But no sooner was the paint — 
dry on the new screens than Syufy Enterprises 
announced it would get rid of the drive-in and 
build “the largest theatre complex in the United 
States” (twenty indoor-bullstuff screens, with 
5,000 seats) on the same site. Mike Weatherford 
and Carol Cling remind us that, without eternal 
vigilance, it could happen here. 





















Pillars, as the sleazeball Stupid the Clown, playing himself, steals a couple of scenes as a Long 
motel owner and rapist Island smart-aleck reduced to doing Oklahoma birthday parties. 
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Traci talks and doesn’t get nekkid—either everyone's going crazy, or... 


We’re Big-Time Bored 


emember the scene they always had in the old 

fifties sci-fi flicks where the guy would discover 
a UFO in the desert, and he’d say, “They'll never 
believe me—they’ll think I’m crazy!” 

And then he’d go into town and notify the au- 
thorities, and sure ~~ 
enough, they would 
force him to see a psy- 
chiatrist, and then he 
would spend the rest of 
the movie trying to 
prove he was not crazy. 

You know why you 
never see those scenes 
in the movies anymore? 

Because there’s not 
anything you can say 
or do that will make 
people automatically 
think you're crazy. 

You can go into the 
office on Monday morn- 
ing and say, “You know 
what? I talked to my 
dead mother last night. 
It was weird.” And no- 
body will roll their eyes, 
nobody will refer you to 
a therapist. The most 
likely thing people will 
say is, “You know, that 
reminds me of the time 
I went back to a previ- 
ous life I had in the 
18th century and talked 
to a man who was dead at that time but lived in the 
sixteenth century.” 

Take another example. Somebody says, “I’m on 
this new diet. All I eat is brown rice and cranberry 
juice. Those two foods have all the nutrients that you 
need, and it provides a super rush of amino acids that 
gives me continuous energy, so that I only need two 
hours of sleep per night.” 

And nobody laughs. Everybody nods and says, 
“Where can I get a copy of that?” 

In other words, we live in a time where it’s 
apparently impossible to be crazy. And if you are 
crazy, then that’s evidence that you're actually sane. 
I’m sure there are people who hang around mental 
institutions just to pick up information from 
schizophrenics. 

There’s a whole slew of psychotherapists now 
who believe that if you wave two fingers in front of 






Once again, Traci Lords forgets to dry her hair 
before the publicity photo session for Ice. 


somebody’s face, it can get rid of all their negative 
feelings. It can zap their child-abuse memories, cure 
their depression, make em feel better about the time 
they were mugged. And all this from making the Moe 
Howard two-finger salute in front of their eyes. 

And why does it work? 

Because everybody 
wants to believe that it 
works. 

We want to believe 
that everything works and 
everything is. We want to 
believe that UFO’s are 
sent by aliens from outer 
space. We want to believe 
that last week somebody 
discovered a new diet that 
is better than the seven- 
teen million diets in- 
vented in past years. We 
want to believe that we 
can talk to the dead, cir- 
culate through past lives, 
predict the future by read- 
ing a one-line horoscope 
in the newspaper. We 
wanna believe that every- 
thing that everybody says 
is true. 

Weare big-time bored, 
don’t you think? 

Speaking of things 
that happen over and over 
again, Traci Lords’ twen- 
tieth movie of the year 
just came out, and this time they forgot the lesson of 
her last movie and they started letting her have 
dialogue again. Profound lines, too, requiring actual 
emotion. Things like “Dammit! What am I gonna 
do?!” 

The flick is called Ice, and it’s the story of a 
sensitive kung-fu-trained diamond thief who works 
for insurance companies who don’t trust the cops to 
recover stolen jewelry and so they hire Traci and her 
boyfriend instead. Unfortunately, Traci’s boyfriend 
gets blown away by Bad Guys at the beginning of the 
third reel, forcing her to purchase some automatic 
weapons out of the back of a van and take on not one, 
not two, but three evil mastermind criminals, includ- 
ing her own brother and assorted Mafia henchmen, 
while the cops keep having meetings with her where 
they say, “Traci, you’re gonna get hurt, honey, better 
stop this.” 


Meanwhile, the cop assigned to the case gets the 
hots for Traci—not realizing, of course, that ever 
since Traci started working in R-rated movies, she 
refuses to take her clothes off for any reason. She 
even wears underwear in the shower. 

Meanwhile, we’ve got a lot of fireballs, a lot of 
guys named Vito, and a lot of scenes where Traci puts 
on a tight sweater and sneaks up on Italian hitmen 
and kicks them in the head before they roll down a 
hill, reach for their gun, and get shot four times in 
the chest, dying slow, agonizing deaths. 

Fifty-three dead bodies. Two motor vehicle 
chases, with two crashes. Seven fireballs. Two flam- 
ing gangsters. Gunbattle in a hockey rink (during a 
hockey game). Exploding helicopter. Kung Fu. Drive- 
In Academy Award nominations for Jorge Rivero, as 
the Numero Uno gangster, for saying “Some of my 
men were killed tonight, and I’m hurting here”; 
Jamie Alba, as the nice young handsome cop who 
says “It’s illegal to steal, no matter who you're doing 
it for”; Frank Pesce, doing his usual brilliant job as 
the sidekick mobster; Zach Galligan, as the scuzzball 
brother; and, of course, Traci Lords, for actually 
singing the blues with the familiar standard “Stand 
Tall or Fall.” 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





_doe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 11 Pacific. 

July 23: Tomcat: Danserous Desires: Richard Grieco is 
half-cat, half-human in this weird mix of genetic DNA sci-fi and 
erotic thriller. Maryam D’Abo is the scientist who saves his life 
by injecting his brain with cat genes, creating a sexual animal 
that she takes home with her. Unfortunately, the guy prowls at 
night, especially when dancer Natalie Radford is around. 
Natalie’s wimp boyfriend gets jealous, and pretty soon Grieco is 

treating the population like so many ... mice. Four stars. (Second 
feature: To Protect and Serve: This killer-cop flick starts with a 
scene imitating the Rodney King tape, then moves on to stuff cops 
do that’s even more disgusting. C. Thomas Howell is a cop who 
joins the brutal “Midwatch,” where corrupt officers take money 
from drug dealers and swear to protect one another. But Howell 
is actually working for Internal Affairs, all the “Midwatch” cops 
start turning up dead, and pretty soon Howell’s partner and ex- 
girlfriend, Lezlie Deane, starts to think Howell has gone ballis- 
tic himself. Three and a half stars.) 

July 30: Sexual Response: Great erotic thriller starring 
Shannon Tweed as a radio talk-show psychiatrist who ignores 
her own advice and gets into a hot hot sexual relationship with 
a motorcycle-riding loft-dwelling sculptor played by Emile 
Levisetti. The affair is all the more dangerous because Tweed’s 
husband, Vernon Wells, is an insanely jealous firearm-loving 
Beverly Hills businessman. Four stars. (Second feature: Doctor 
Mordrid: Cult star Jeffrey Combs is a sorcerer from another 
dimension who has disguised himself as a reclusive professor in 
New York City. His real job is standing guard over the Earth, 
waiting for the day when evil alchemist Brian Thompson 
arrives to release all the demons imprisoned on a dungeon planet 
and take over the world. Yvette Nipar is the police research 
consultant who lives next door to Combs, falls in love with him, 

and eventually helps him put down the menace in a special- 
effects jamboree of a finish. Four stars.) 


Drive-In Theater 


ff Free J unWY; 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the world 
send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away at random, 
like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first person who 
asks for it. He gives it to the first person he notices who asks 
for it. This means whatever letter happens to be at the top 
of the stack whenever we open the mail. No dealers. Try to 
be specific. If you act like a jerk in your letter, you will 
receive no free junk for the rest of your life. 

Photos 

Lita Ford, Rocket Comix; Ernest face; The Public Eye photo 
collection; 1991 Dallas Maverick team photo, Shining Through 
photo collection, Big Bad Mama II (15), Hunter’s Blood (39), 
Weekend at Bernie’s (50), A Nightmare on Elm Street II (50), Blood 
Salvage postcards (Evander Holyfield on the back) (75), For The 
Boys photo collection (2), Grand Canyon photo collection, Califor- 
nia Hardbodies Female Oil Wrestling group or individual photos 
(Brittany, Ashley, Tammie, Ronnie, Neriah, Melody, Lacey), Jackie 
“The Joke Man” Martling. 

Videos 

The King’s Whore with Timothy Dalton; Kiss Konfidential; 
Knights; Lady Godiva Rides; L.A. Goddess with Kathy Shower and 
Wendy MacDonald; Lady; Ladybugs starring Rodney Dangerfield; 
Last Flight To Hell; Last Light; The Last Ride; The Last Riders with 
Erik Estrada; Last of the Warriors starring Scott Anderson; The 
Last Woman on Earth; Leather Jackets starring Brigitte Fonda, 
Cary Elwes and D.B. Sweeney; Leaving Normal /Red Wind (two 
screeners) starring Christine Lahti/Lisa Hartman; Legacy of Lies; 
Lethal Games; Lethal Weapon 3 with Mel Gibson and Danny 
Glover; Letter From An Unknown Woman; Lies of the Twins with 
Aidan Quinn and Isabella Rossellini; Life of Python with John 
Cleese, Graham Chapman, Terry Gilliam, Eric Idle. 








August 6: Dark Universe: World cable premiere of a cheesy 
made-in-Florida yarn about a privately owned space shuttle that 
crashes in a swamp, spreading orange spores throughout the 
Orlando area and creating a giant lizard that chews up campers. © 
Starring Blake Pickett as the girl reporter and Bently Tittle | 
as the sarcastic swamp guide. One and a half stars. (Second 
feature: Gate IJ: The midget demons return to suburbia when 
troubled teen Louis Tripp decides to reopen the door to the 
other dimension. Pretty soon all his friends are getting exactly 
what they want, but turning into pus-spewing hellish fiends in 
the process. Superb special effects. Three stars.) 

August 13: South Beach: Easygoing action flick produced 
and directed by Fred Williamson, who also stars asa private eye 
framed for a murder who keeps getting beaten up as he tries to 
protect his ex-wife, Vanity, from a creepola picking on the girls 
at a phone-sex business. Williamson’s real-life friends, Peter 
Fonda, Gary Busey, Robert Forster and Henry Silva, all 
take roles in the film, which has a weak script but outstanding 
acting. Three stars. (Second feature: Savage Instinct: Released in 
1990 as They Call Me Macho Woman (a much better title), 
starring Debra Sweaney as a woman who accidentally wit- 
nesses a gang of ruthless punk drug dealers loading cocaine into 
a Mercedes, and ends up being chased through the woods by an 
army of perverts led by Brian Oldfield, who wears a steel band 
on his head with a unicorn spike coming out of the front so he can 
ram it through people’s foreheads. Pretty soon Debra files down 
a couple of axes, grabs a few steel spikes, and turns into Rambo 
With P.M.S. As the ad says, “Born to shop—I learned to kill.” Two 
stars.) 

August 20: The show starts at 10:15 tonight, right after In 
The Line of Fire. We have no idea why. First up is The Bikini Car 
Wash Company II, a lame but breast-filled sex comedy full of 
nubile young starlets dancing in their underwear as they try to 
save a chain of car washes from an evil company by creating the | 
amngerie Channel. ‘Two stars. (Second feature: Seedpeopte 2 





































Reviews by the Horror Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


ET SEMATARY TWO 


“Nasty, mean-spirited” “watchable” “better-than-average” 
“down-your-throat” “gory horror sequel that outdoes the origi- 
nal,” starring “convincing” Edward Furlong as a “quiet, with- 
drawn kid with a bad attitude” who goes to live with his father 
after his actress mother dies in a freak accident on a horror-movie 
set. He meets “sympathetic” Jason McGuire, “the “stereotpyical 
loser everyone picks on,” and helps his new friend bury his pet dog 
in an Indian burial ground that has powers of resurrection. The 
resurrected zombie dog attacks McGuire’s dad, the “outstanding” 
“convincingly scary” Clancy Brown, “a psychopathic sheriff 
who actually becomes nicer after he’s turned into a zombie.” 
Eventually Furlong gets the idea of burying mom out among the 
dead Indians, too, resulting in a 
“lame ending.” “Really hard-hit- 
ting—it plays like a really loud 
music video. Lots of powerful, 
haunting images.” “Almost more 
of an action film with a touch ofthe 
supernatural, in the same vein as 





The Believers and the Maniac Cop 94-89 Classic 
films. A good, clean bit of fun.” 88-84 Excellent 
Where Pet Sematary the first was 83-80 Decent 


a dark and doomful mood piece, 
this opts for action and emotion.” 
“Nothing new here in the way of 
story, but well-paced, with realis- 
tic characters, and the action rev- 
els in its own mean streak without 
resorting to mindless sentimen- 
tality.” “It really offers little new. 
Almost a clone of the original, but 
here it’s a dog, not acat, and it’s the 
spurned lover that resurrects the 
dead woman, rather than the hus- 
band.” “I like the innovation that 
the zombies are somewhat intelligent, not just lumbering kill- 
ers.” “Like The Lawnmower Man, Stephen King disowned this 
flick, and was kind of pissed off that they even made it.” Minority 
opinion: “Dull, unscary retread. Big Steve King’s grocery lists are 
more frightening.” Ten dead bodies. Five dead dogs. Three dead 
kittens. Several dead fluffy bunnies. Three breasts. Three motor 
vehicle chases. Drill in the head. Electrocution. Throat-ripping. 
Eyeball-popping. Neck-snapping. Rabbit-gutting. Brain-splat- 
tering. Eye-gouging. Exploding head. Melting face. Two explo- 
sions. Cast: Jared Rushton (“boring,” “obnoxious” as the 
schoolyard bully Clyde Parker), Anthony Edwards (“sleep- 
walking through the role” as Chase Matthews), Darlanne 
Fluegel (“overacts terribly” as Renee Hallow), Sarah Trigger 
(“good” as Marjorie Hargrove). Writer: Richard Outten (“a few 
holes,” “not an original plot element in sight”). Director: Mary 
Lambert (“outstanding,” “excitement and verve,” “she did the 
original, and she does another great job”). [Paramount. 1992/93. ] 
Overall rating: 85. 


RITTERS 3: YOU ARE WHAT THEY EAT 


79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 





In a “piss-poor follow-up to the genuinely funny and mildly 
scary Critters 2,” the famous “outer-space Tasmanian devils with 
poison quills and glowing eyes” terrorize people trapped in a 
derelict apartment building—until “loveable dimwit town-drunk 
alien bounty hunter” Don Opper shows up again. At the center 
of the principal family-in-peril is “fantastic” “believable” pubes- 
cent heroine Aimee Brooks, who takes up the war cry against 
the alien furballs. “It’s an outright ripoff of the Alien movies, but 
still well-made and fun to watch.” “This could pass as an After- 


Official Rating 
System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


Horror Records 
Highest rating: 90 
(Brides of Dracula, 1960). 


Lowest rating: 56 
(Caged Terror, 1972). 


School Special—and I’m not being negative when I say that.” 
“Good pre-teen fare, but will bore anyone over 15.” “Not as 
interesting as the first two. There is an obvious attempt to aim at 
the heart with subplots about the two families.” “It took two 
obnoxious child actors (Christian & Joseph Cousins) to play 
just one obnoxious child?” Minority opinion: “Far and away the 
best in the series, with a good sense of humor about itself. I like 
it alot better than Alien 3.” Eight dead bodies. Eight explosions. 
Fuzzball Fu. Cast: Francis Bay (“standout,” “bad” as elderly 
Mrs. Menges), Katherine Cortez (“wasted” but “shows talent 
and strength” as “hard-as-nails telephone repairperson” Marcia), 
Diana Bellamy (“bad,” “amusing” as fat lady “one-ton Rosalie”), 
Bill Zuckert (“good” as a “wily elderly neighbor” Mr. Menges), 
Terrence Mann (“gratuitous but much appreciated cameo” as 
Ug), John Calvin (“the most lazy, despicable, 
worthless, just plain useless father figure in the 
history of family horror films” as Clifford), Geoffrey 
Blake (“hilarious,” “weak” as “wannabe Italian 
cool guy” Frank the janitor), Leonardo DiCaprio 
(Josh). Writer: David J. Schow (“good,” “fast- 
paced and well-constructed,” “witty,” “genuinely 
funny”), from a story by Rupert Harvey, Barry 
Opper. Director: Kristine Peterson (“great job,” 
“clever,” “well-mounted”). [New Line. 1991.] Over- 
all rating: 81. 


(CHILD °S PLAY 3 


In this “uninspired” “predictable” but “fun re- 
hash,” Chucky the Killer Doll is resurrected by the 
Play Pals Toy Company yet again, and he mails 
himself to now- 16-year-old Andy (the “lackluster” 
Justin Whalin), who is away at military school. 
Unfortunately, the package is opened by a young 
impressionable misfit, “cute-till-you-puke” Jer- 
emy Sylvers, who “exudes innocence and charm” 
as he plays the dangerous game “Hide-the-Soul” 
with Chucky. The only people who can save him are Whalin and 
tough female cadet and love interest Perrey Reeves, “who plays 
her part like a young Sigourney Weaver” as the plot climaxes 
“effectively” in the familiar carnival funhouse. “It doesn’t suck.” 
“Chucky is much more malicious than creepy, and thus more 
shocking than scary.” “Chucky the Nasty Doll doesn’t scare me. 
I’m sorry, but the whole monster doll genre is boring.” “As always, 
FX maestro Kevin Yagher and Brad Dourif (body and soul, 
respectively) bring Chucky to a cinematic life that no human 
actor could hope to equal.” “Andy, the little kid eternally pestered 
by the Chuckster, was never real bright, but at least he was a 
tough little dickens. As portrayed by Whalin, he’s just a big 
wimp.” “The film is so redundant and dull that the most interest- 
ing murder is when Chucky causes a heart attack in an old fart 
colonel, instead of having to stab him with his combat knife.” “The 
novel setting works for a while, then fizzles.” “As far as killer doll 
flicks go, this series is not as good as the Charles Band/Full Moon 
productions of Dolls and Puppetmaster. Or, better still, go back 
to the 1936 The Devil Doll, or the 1975 movie Trilogy of Terror, 
or even the doll sequence in Barbarella (1968). Now there are 
good ‘naughty dolls.” Eight dead bodies. Two explosions. Hand 
rolls. Strangulation by yo-yo. Cast: Travis Fine (“takes great 
delight” as “stiff-prick” Lt. Col. Shelton), Andrew Robinson 
(“deserves better,” “typically weird,” “steals the show” as acad- 
emy barber Sgt. Botnick), Dean Jacobson (“sympathetic” as 
“wimp turned sacrificial hero” Whitehurst), Peter Haskell 
(Sullivan), Dakin Matthews (Col. Cochrane), Matthew Walker 
(Ellis). Writer: Don Mancini (“stale, but better than Part 2”). 
Director: Jack Bender (“above average”). [Universal/MCA- 
Universal. 1991/92.| Overall rating: 80. 


ALLIGA TOR I: THE MUTATION 


“Watchable” “by-the-numbers” “assembly-line remake of 
the original, which is a remake of Piranha, which remakes Jaws 
with humor,” about a giant “nasty” “mutato-gator” loose in the 
sewers, thanks to the illegal dumping of “hormone 
research wastes” by a crooked realtor, the “suitably 
sleazy” but “lethargic” Steve Railsback. A cop 
called “Solo Lobo” (the “solid” “amusingly abrasive” 
Joseph Bologna) and his scientist wife, the “totally 
unbelievable” Dee Wallace Stone, are determined 
to kill it, with the help of good-ole-boy Cajun “gator- 
tracker” Richard Lynch, “great as usual.” Bazoo- 
kas ensue. “An animal rights movie for our time.” 
“Exact plot of Jaws. Even the gator expert dies in the 
water before it’s over.” “The scriptwriter must have 
recently seen Jaws. Bologna is reminiscent of Roy 
Scheider, Woody Brown plays Richard Dreyfuss, 
and Lynch is Robert Shaw’s Quint.” “Gore-less, gut- 
less, bikini-less. Who the heck makes a PG-13 rated 
giant-gator flick?” “We've all seen this story a thou- 
sand times, but this incarnation is lively, seasoned 
with wit, and generally well made. Unfortunately, 
the gator itself is cheesy-looking.” “The alligator 
looks too small compared to the giant they keep 
saying itis.” “Stone seems bored by the proceedings. 
Is she tired of being in this junk?” “Didn’t Stone used 
to be a better actress?” Bologna has the best line: 
“Could you translate that into Dumb Cop?” Thirteen 
dead bodies. One motor vehicle chase. Four explo- 
sions. Cast: Bill Daily (“good,” “great,” “horrible,” 
“wasted,” “nice dramatic turn” as the wimp Mayor 
Anderson), Carmen Filpi (“great” as wino Henry), 
Kane Hodder (“good” as Billy Boy), Holly Gagnier 
(“here for her looks,” “hot” as Sheri Anderson), 
Brock Peters (“nice job,” “horrible” as Police Chief 
Speed), Julian Reyes (“horrible” as Reuben Ruiz), 
Jack W. Armstrong (cameo as Mundothe Wildman), 
Alexia Smirnoff (cameo as wrestler), Professor 
Toru Tanaka (cameo as wrestler). Writer: Curt 
Allen. Director: Don Hess (“his humor helps”). 
[New Line. 1991.] Overall rating: 80. 


S PIRITS 


In “one of Fred Olen Ray’s better entries,” the “always 
amusing” “really unconvincing” Erik Estrada is a priest tor- 
tured by lustful dreams, living with the guilt of having sex with 
a woman who later murdered her family in a haunted house. 
Estrada hires a team of paranormal investigators led by the 
“flaky” “not too enthused” “sleepwalking” Brinke Stevens, “a 
hoot” as she “does a fine demon-possession routine” while ferret- 
ing out the ghost of an evil sex maniac and fallen priest (Thomas 
Bently). Joining her on the team are a scientist, the “wooden” 
Robert Quarry, who wanders around “groping for his lines” but 
“lends the film a touch of class,” and “convincing” Kathrin 
Lautner as a “lesbo-bitch psychologist.” “Brainless, dumb, cheap 
enjoyable fun.” “Fairly effective rip-off of The Haunting and 
Legend of Hell House.” “Dull and unoriginal—a rip-off of The 
Legend of Hell House witha dash of The Amityville Horror thrown 
in.” “The traditional zombie-attack scene is ridiculously under- 
played. It must last a good three or four hours in story-time, but 
the zombie never seems to be able to make any progress in his 
attack.” “It’s a good thing Estrada has Taco Bell commercials to 
fall back on.” “I wonder what Erik’s psychic said about this. He 
tries too hard to enunciate every syllable.” “Can anyone take 
Estrada seriously in anything? His hairdo in this should go over 
big with Hairy Krishnas.” “Too much light for a haunted-house 
movie; the film is lit like a home video.” “Stevens is certainly 
meant to be sympathetic, but her performance comes off cold, 
smug and completely unlikeable.” “We’ve seen this before.” Four 
dead bodies. Six breasts. Self-crucifixion. Pitchfork Fu. Cast: 


Oliver Darrow (“great” as Harry), Michelle Bauer (“highlight” 
as a stripping nun—“filmdom’s first nun with a tan line”), Carol 
Lynley (“sad” in “small part” as Sister Jillian), Kaitlin Hopkins 
(Mrs. Heron), Earl Ellis (Picard Demon), Jerry Miller (police- 





Erik Estrada tries to make his career go away, in Spirits. 


directed,” “crisp”). [American-Independent/Vidmark. 1990/92. | 
Overall rating: 78. 


ear TSTOPPER 


99 66 


“Innovative” “low-rent” “thinking-man’s vampire film” star- 
ring the “great” Kevin Kindlin as a “charming and sympathetic” 
physician, falsely accused of vampirism and hanged in colonial 
Pittsburgh (!), who wakes up 200 years later in Philadelphia to 
find he actually has become a vampire with venomous saliva— 
and, even more terrifying, he’s in love with “untalented” Moon 
Zappa, who “shows about as much emotion as a stone” and “acts 
more like a zombie than a vampire.” Kindlin is pursued by a 
tormented, guilt-ridden cop, the “good”-to-“disappointing” Tom 
Savini, who lost his daughter to a psycho. But even Savini 
doesn’t know about Kevin’s cousin, a “copycat necrophiliac blood- 
sucker” who’s on the rampage. “Best ‘modernized’ vampire film 
in years. Lots of interesting and original twists on the vampire 
mythos.” “Inspired and original, but badly written and unexciting. 
It’s oddly preoccupied with history, romance, religion and medi- 
cine—awfully high aspirations for a vampire movie.” “For a 
bunch of people in Pittsburgh with no money, they sure put a lot 
of effort and heart into this sucker.” “Interesting premise, lame 
execution.” “Kindlin steals the show. He’s almost too good for this 
movie.” “Better than most. A sequel would actually be welcome.” 
“A claymation regeneration scene is dumb but fun to watch.” 
“Savini’s hard-ass police lieutenant is the best performance in the 
movie.” “Though they aren’t atrocious, Savini should stick to 
makeup, and Zappa should go back to the Valley.” “Writer/ 
director John Russo gives the vampire mythos a few new twists, 


but this movie confirms his weak area: sensitive, personal sub- 
plots.” “The photo on the video box spoils an important plot point!” 
Ten dead bodies. Crash landing through the windshield of a 
Mustang. Hemoglobin Fu. Louisville Slugger Fu. Cast: John 
Hall (Jacob/Matthew), Michael J. Pollard (“annoyingly bad,” 
“interesting minor role,” “amusing,” “sad” as late-night horror 


Sigg 





* baad 


host and “dotty parapsychologist” Dr. Lubbock), Ana Munoz 
(“terrible” as Janice, the victim who gets away), Tommy LaFitte 
(coroner). Based on Russo’s book, The Awakening! [Tempe. 1989/ 
92.] Overall rating: 78. 


‘HE WICKED 


“Fun” “quirky” and “campy” or “amateurish” “unintelligible” 
“pretentious” and “crappy” (depending on who you believe) Aus- 
tralian comedy about two teenage “rodeo nerds”—Richard Mor- 
gan and the “funny” Brett Clime—who pick up a beautiful 
hitchhiker, the “sharp” Angela Kennedy, shortly before their 
car breaks down. These goofballs are forced to spend the night 
with a “crazy vampire family in a castle in the middle of the 
Outback.” The townspeople, fearful of becoming entrees them- 
selves, are more than happy to sacrifice the strangers to creepy 
“John Cleese-like megalomaniacal vampire” Sir Alfred Termi- 
nus, played by the “great” John Doyle in a performance “remi- 
niscent of Tim Curry,” and his equally strange family—sex- 
crazed daughter Antonia Murphy, who “gives new meaning to 
the term vamping,” “dotty old” wife Agatha (played by “loony” 





Maggie Blinco), and effeminate son David Gibson (“kept mein 
stitches”). “A wacky, pun-filled mix of The Texas Chainsaw 
Massacre, Salem’s Lot, Rocky Horror and Crocodile Dundee. Not 
so much Peter Jackson here as Bill Forsyth. Loaded with zany 
characters, oddball dialogue, and a goofy climax that must have 
been written on acid.” “I'll be bullwhipped if the filmmakers 
haven’t seen The Rocky Horror Picture Show at least 
a couple dozen times. I’m not sure if this is intended as 
an homage, a rip-off, a ‘sequel,’ or what. But it’s good.” 
“Like most ‘horror with comic overtones, itisn’t funny. 
It starts out well but quickly degenerates into self- 
parody.” “Sort of Bad Taste meets Monty Python 
meets Sundown.” “Lots of genre cliches, stupid jokes 
and banal dialogue.” “Made for about $12.95 Ameri- 
can, it tries to be funny in the Evil Dead mode, but is 
too boring to succeed.” “It features an MTV-style rock 
video with dancing keychain skeletons.” Nine dead 
bodies. Two motor vehicle chases. Two explosions. 
Cast: Ric Carter (“terrific,” “oozes more menace than 
anyone since Richard O’Brien,” as the “dumb and 
creepy ‘enforcer” Stinger), Lucky Grills (“good” as 
the edgy Mayor Humphrey), Andy Devine (“good” as 
town drunk Jock), Anne Semler (“pair of standout 
talents” as Mavis), David Whitfield (Ambrose), John 
Farndale (Herbert). Writers: Colin Eggleston, 
David R. Young (“tremendously wacky,” “over the 
top”). Director: Eggleston. Alternate title: Tomorrow’s 
News. [Select. 1987/91.] Overall rating: 76. 


SAVAGE LUST 


“Derivative” “dumb” “tedious” “grade-Z slasher 
flick” about a group of teenagers spending the night in 
amansion, where they discover monogrammed coffins 
in the basement, a roomful of scalps, pictures of dis- 
membered bodies, and photos of a voluptuous nude 
woman somehow tied to an ancient evil. Then, one by 
one, they start dying, thanks to “a loony millionaire 
and his pasta-faced wife who are collecting dead bikers 
in their basement.” “Standard paint-by-numbers kids- 
in-the-woods-at-an-old-dilapidated-house-haunted- 
by-a-psycho movie.” “High school drama club acting 
mixes with bad filmmaking to produce a truly 
unwatchable mess.” “It begins promisingly—two stiffs, two breasts, 
and a giant-sized mobile Bob’s Big Boy all in the first five 
minutes—but implausibility upon implausibility, combined with 
a ridiculous ending, weaken the impact.” “Scream queen Jen- 
nifer Delora is awful as the disfigured Amanda. She screams 
and yells much more and louder than necessary. Maybe because 
of all the makeup, she feels a need to express herself. Her 
overacting at least gives the film a little campiness.” “Pitiful 
acting by a bunch of nobodies. This would have been dated and 
predictable in 1980. Don’t they ever learn we don’t want to see 
this anymore?” Fifteen dead bodies. Twelve breasts. One motor 
vehicle chase. One explosion. Cast: William Russell (“hams it 
up, “unthreatening villain” as “pizza-faced” Alfred), Clark Tufts 
(“effective,” “good and creepy” as Jack, the not-to-be-trusted 
hitchhiker), Jerry Kernion (“comic-bookish” as “loud obnoxious 
overweight metalhead” Peter), Greg Rhodes (“lends some cred- 
ibility by looking like he knows what’s going on” as Tony), Liz 
Hitchler (Susan), Kathleen Patane (Anne), Claudia Franjul 
(Helen), Mark Irish (Rod), Greg Scott. Writer/Director: Jose 
Ramon Larraz (“pretty awful”). Alternate title: Deadly Manor. 
[Filmworld/AIP. 1989/93.] Overall rating: 69. 


Members of the Horror Committee are Terry Blass, movie poster dealer, Catawissa, Pa.; D.L. Bogart, radio personality 
and writer, Joplin, Mo.; Richard Lee Byers, writer, Riverview, Fla.; Robert A. Campbell, fourth-grade teacher, Weymouth, 
Mass.; Vince Cornelius, Domino’s Pizza delivery man/musician/filmmaker, Caledonia, O.; Dan Cziraky, columnist, Horror 
News Magazine, Newark, N.J.; Jon Elston, high school student/journalist/filmmaker, Clarence, N.Y.; Paul Kazee, office 
manager, New York, N.Y.; Ken Nash, computer artist, Medford, Ore.; Steve Phillips, purchasing buyer/planner, Las Vegas; 
John Scoleri, editor, The Scream Factory magazine, Santa Clara, Calif.; Allen Shevy, publisher, World of Fandom magazine, 


Tampa, Fla.; and Matt Stone, controller, Westboro, Mass. 
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Satellite OR- 
BIT magazine, the 
biggest blabber- 
mouth among talk 
show hosts is 
Montel Williams. 
The magazine puta 
stopwatch on all the 
major hosts, and 





... Wherein We report from the 


Legion for the Sur- 
vival of Freedom, 
The Noontide 
Press, 1822 1/2 
Newport’ Blvd., 
Suite 183, Costa 
Mesa, CA 92627. 
€ 

We thought 

wed seen every 


found that Montel Underground, the counter-culture, fringe publication 
spends40.5percent Che ou€-of—€he-—mainstream, and €he _ inexistence, but we 
of his one-hour Loonie fringe of publishing, music, hadn’t seen Racial 


show listening to 


Himecif talk. The movies, Comic books, and other 


Loyalty, which ba- 
sically believes that 


second most self-in- places where misfits owell. Adolf Hitler was a 


volved host is 
Oprah Winfrey herself, who spends 33.2 per cent of 
the time talking. And the best listener is Sally Jessy 
Raphael, who spends a mere 19.5 per cent. The rest 
of the list includes Vicki Lawrence, 32.8; Jerry 
Springer, 31.7, Joan Rivers, 29.4; Geraldo 
Rivera, 26.3; Maury Povich, 
23.6; Phil Donahue, 22.2; and 
Jenny Jones, 20.0. Satellite 
ORBIT, a big fat monthly guide 
to absolutely everything on TV, 
is available for $4.95 on news- 
stands, $52 for a one-year sub- 
scription, payable to: Satellite 
ORBIT, 8330 Boone Blvd., Suite 
600, Vienna, VA 22182. 
€ 

Regular Grapevine readers 
will know that we’ve always 
championed publishers of un- 
popular books. So here comes 
The Noontide Press out of Or- 
ange County, California, offer- 
ing everything from pro-Nazi 
memoirs to “Holocaust revision- 
ist” stuff to books that expose 
various international “conspira- 
cies” to books on why “Negroes” 
should be segregated into a sepa- 
rate country. It’s easy to see why 
most titles wouldn’t be available 
in bookstores, but it’s a little 
harder to see just exactly what 
Noontide stands for, since they 
sell everything from crackpot 
right-wing theory to... well... 
crackpot left-wing theory. We 
think they stand for getting the 
word out, no matter how reviled 
“the word” is, whether in book 
form, audio cassettes, or videos 
(including rare Nazi propaganda 


great man, but he 
didn’t go far enough! Ben Klassen, founder of 
something called the Church of the Creator, pub- 
lishes this racist monthly from his base in Otto, 
North Carolina, where his motto is “It’s great to be 
white!” and his credo is: “Dedicated to the Survival, 





films). To get a catalog, just ask: Oprah, caught in a rare moment with her mouth shut. 
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Expansion and Advancement of the White Race.” 
Like most white supremacist movements, this one is 
fond of pamphlets, books and broadsides on such 
subjects as eugenics (or “racial health”), black-on- 
white crime, the international Jewish conspiracy, 


Te ere eee ete enn 0, si science 












The wizardry of Ray Harryhausen, creator o 


Bubonicon in August. 


and, in this case, a personal-ad column intended to 
make sure all Racial Loyalty’s readers get married to 
white people. (In one hysterical note from the editor, 
Klassen urges the lovelorn to be patient, because all 
his letters are coming from “men or teenage Skin- 
head girls.”) Klassen gets most of his power, and 
most of his publicity, from attempts to suppress 
him—usually in the form of police raids, in which his 
books and papers are seized, or in outraged media 
accounts of suburbanites infuriated by finding Ra- 
cial Loyalty in their yards. His church has been 
discriminated against, notably by the commission- 
ers of Macon County, North Carolina, who refuse to 
give him the tax exemptions routinely approved for 
other churches. Klassen is now in his seventies, and 
trying to retire as the only man in America who 
believes the John Birch Society is too left-wing, but 
he’s waiting for his successor to get out of the 
penitentiary, where he was imprisoned for selling 
spoiled meat to public schools. (This guy, Rudy 
“Butch” Stanko, recently won a multi-million- 
dollar lawsuit brought against prison officials who 
refused to let him distribute his white racist newspa- 
pers, books and flyers on the tables used by other 
religions.) Don’t tell us we don’t find every publica- 
tion in America. This one goes for $20 per year (but 
only $10 if you’re a soldier, a prisoner, a student or 
a skinhead!), payable to: Church of the Creator, P.O. 


f this special-effects jambo- 
ree in Jason and the Argonauts, will be showcased in a film fest at 


Box 400, Otto, NC 28763. 
€ 

Bubonicon, the only science fiction convention 
named for a plague, will be giving out its annual 
Green Slime Awards, honoring wretchedness in films, 
atits upcoming conven- 
tion in the only state 
that still records cases 
of bubonic plague— 
New Mexico. This small 
but fun convention, 
scheduled for August 
26-28 at the Howard 
Johnson East in Albu- 
querque, also sponsors 
such events as a genre 
cereal taste-off, a Rock 
"Em Sock ’Em Robots 
Tournament, films by 
special-effects legend 
Ray Harryhausen, 
art show, musical com- 
edy, gaming, costume 
contests, amasquerade 
dance, an auction, 
filking (whatever that 
is), and the usual slew 
of participating authors 
and artists, including 
Michael Stackpole 
and Liz Danforth. Our 
friend Craig W. Chrissinger is organizing this 
year’s event, and if you plan to attend, you need to 
send a $21 membership fee in advance ($25 at the 
door). He can also help you with cheap room rates 
($45 for doubles, $50 for triples and quads). Write 
him at Bubonicon 26, New Mexico SF Conference, 
P.O. Box 37257, Albuquerque, NM 87176. Or, if 
youre running late on this deal, call him at 505-266- 
8905. 


St 


€ 

Weare, of course, suckers for time-wasting adult 
toys, so we are always blown away by the slender 
catalog of Notorious, Inc., wherein you can find 
things like the 1954 Kaiyodo Godzilla kit, complete 
with the original instructions on how to assemble 
and paint a three-foot-tall Godzilla. (Today’s price: 
$545.) Among our other favorites in a recent issue: 
an erotic model of Desnoirs, the sexy vampire from 
the comic book series From the Darkness ($85); a 
model kit for a baseball-bat-wielding zombie called 
the “Brat Beater” ($60); a kit for The Golem, of 
German silent film fame ($105); a lifesize crocodile 
head “expertly mounted on a hardwood base” ($250); 
and a 12-inch model of Tor Johnson as he appeared 
in Plan 9 From Outer Space ($95). You can’t read this 
catalog without the aroma of airplane glue filling 
your nostrils, and it can be had for the asking from: 
Notorious, Inc., P.O. Box 6181, Albany, NY 12206. 
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Oh, good grief, okay, fine, here, we'll make something up... 


Hillary’s Slender Sexy Legs 


resident Clinton goes to a base- 

ball game with Hillary. Right 
before it starts, a Secret Service 
man whispers something into the 
president’s ear. Clinton suddenly 
grabs Hillary and throws her out of 
the box onto the field. 

The Secret Service man says, 
“No, Mr. President, I said throw 
out the first pitch!” 

Okay okay okay, you’ve heard 
the jokes, right? 

But we’re not supposed to tell 
these anymore, because the femi- 
nist movement has come out with 
several statements lately saying 
that jokes about Hillary are evil. 
Only woman-haters tell those jokes. 
Only people who are Threatened 
By Strong Women would lower 
themselves to laugh at this drivel. 

A bunch of Strong Women took 
out an ad in the New York Times 
defending Hillary, and all but sug- 
gesting that there’s an organized 
plot to reduce her influence over 
the government. 7 

To which I say: 

Where were you ladies when we were telling the 
exact same jokes about Nancy Reagan? In fact, they 
were worse jokes. We really did believe that Nancy 
was running the government, and Ronnie was back 
in the game room dozing in his Lazy-Boy recliner. 

There were so many “Just Say No” jokes that you 
can still tell em, and people will still laugh, and 


Boke Alert! 


: ‘The Auto-Vue Drive-In in Trail, British Co- 
lombis, Canada, is about to throw in the towel. 
| Owners Mike and Sharon Radulovich, who bought 
| the place in 1968, say it’s not very pleasant to 
_ have nights when only twenty cars show up, and 
| they had to cancel the popular “Triple Horror 
Nights” last season after a lot of fights and 
_ vandalism caused some damage to trucks. This is 
| the drive-in known for the intermission reel in 
which a cartoon hot dog jumps into a i cartoon 


| bere every ek Not for long, oh. Michael 
| McQuarrie of North Vancouver reminds us that, 
without eternal Mevance, it can Bappen here. 








Nancy’s been out of 
Washington for more 
than two years now. 
And the anti-drug cam- 
paign was pretty much 
her strongest foray to- 
ward any direct role in 
government. 

So what’s so sacred 
about Hillary? 

The fact is, we al- 
ways make jokes about 
whichever spouse is not 
in power. If you go toa 
meeting of the Junior 
League, where all the 
members and officers 
are women, you'll no- 
tice that the husbands 
are the butts of every 
joke. It’s even formal- 
ized once a year, when 
the outgoing presi- 
dent’s husband gets his 
one chance to speak— 
and normally uses it to 
get revenge on the Jun- 
ior League with his own jokes. 

Remember how mean they were to Mamie 
Eisenhower? In that case, the jokes were not di- 
rected at the fact that she meddled, but at the fact 
that she did not meddle. Comedians created images 
of Mamie lying around the house in her bathrobe, 
reading trashy novels and eating bon-bons. 

So you're gonna get the jokes whether you do 
something, or you don’t do something. You get the 
jokes because you're the second banana. 

Lady Byrd was another one. She was very active, 
but her big thing was cleaning the litter off the 
highways. There must have been five or six major 
stand-up comedians who did Lady Byrd Johnson 
impersonations, and all of them used her “Beautify 
America” campaign as their number-one target. 

There was no full-page ad in the New York Times 
to defend Lady Byrd. 

And do you know why? 

Because she did beautify America. She got the 
litter off the highways. She was too busy doing 
exactly what she said she would do to care about 
anything said about her on The Tonight Show. 

Send me all your Hillary jokes, because I don’t 
mind spreading em around. I think it’s actually 
healthy. 


il 


You can take all the opinion polls you want, but ultimately... 


Pork Chops Will Prevail 


ere’s how I know that opinion polls are always 
wrong. 

Think about what happens when you go to a 
restaurant. First you get the menus, right? You have 
all these choices. Then everybody at the table dis- 
cusses what they’re gonna order. I don’t know why 


—————— 


people do this. They could just read the menu and 
order, right? But they feel the need to discuss what 
theyre gonna order. 

And while they’re discussing what they're gonna 
order, they tell you what they’re gonna order. But 
first they tell you what they might order. “The pork 
chops sound good. I bet you they make a great 
hamburger here, though. Oh, I have hamburger all 
the time. I shouldn’t get that here. What are you 
having?” 

So now the person has suggested two things he 
might order, and asked for a third suggestion from 
another person. 

So the next person says, “Well, I thought I would 
order the flaming teriyaki pepper steak.” 

And the original guy goes, “Ooooooo000! Flaming 
teriyaki pepper steak. Yes! That sounds great!” 

And then they talk about it some more, and they 
discuss it some more, and they go into stuff about 
their diet. “I’ve probably had enough red meat for 
today. I should look at the salads.” 

And then they discuss nine kinds of salads they 
could possibly have. 

And then they make a decision. “You know 
what? I’m gonna try this crabcake dish with the red 
sauce.” 

End of story, right? They fold the menu. They 
have a cocktail. They wait around until the waiter 
gets there. The waiter looks at em, and they say, “I'll 





have the pork chops.” 

In other words, they never order what they just 
said they were going to order. Half the time, they 
don’t even order anything they’ve discussed order- 
ing 


But theyre not lying about it. Two seconds 
before the waiter asked em the 
question, they were certain, in 
their heart of hearts, that they 
were indeed ordering the 
crabcake dish with the red 
sauce. But at the moment of 
truth, the stomach sends a mes- 
sage to the brain, and they 
blurt out “Pork chops.” 

Do you see what I’m say- 
ing here? 

There are three kinds of 
opinion polls: 

Polls that you take at the 
stage when the menus are 
passed out and you're looking 
over the choices. 

Polls that you take at the 
stage when you ask other people for their sugges- 
tions. 

And polls that you take at the moment when you 
make your final decision and announce it. 

The only time you can’t take an opinion poll is at 
the moment when you order. By then it’s too late. 

In other words, opinion polls assume that the 
person answering the pollster’s question knows what 
he wants. 

Which, of course, he never does. 
He wants the pork chops. 
He just hasn’t figured it out yet. 


Fathers and Sons (Liza Donnelly and 
Michael Maslin): This thematic cartoon con- 
glomeration adequately zeros in on that mysti- 


fying Father-Son Relationship-Thing featuring 
original cartoon drawings as well as reprints 
from The New Yorker. Though not exactly a 
laugh-out-loud knee-slapper, it delivers an ef- 
fective mixture of humor and poignancy. Two 
and a half stars. ($8. Ballantine Books, 201 E. 
50 Street, New York, NY 10022.) 





Joe-Bob, 

Have you seen the 
new Grace Kelly stamp? 
I used such a stamp to 
send this letter to you. 
Grace Kelly, what a 
babe! 

I become sexually 
aroused when I lick a 
Grace Kelly stamp. Is 
this normal? What 
should I do? 

Lonely in Oakland 
Dear Lonely: 

Whatever you do, don’t buy the Henny Youngman 

stamp. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

I thought you might like 
a copy of this Green Sands 
ad featuring none other than 
Erik Estrada! And he’s 
straddling a motorcycle, too! 
I know that Indonesia is 
God’s country, but now we’ve 
got Mr. Estrada for competi- 
tion. Wow! 

Just to let you know, In- 
donesia is anything but a 
communist country, so this 
ain’t no “Commie Alert.” But 
there has been a crackdown 
on “unauthorized” videos. So 
we got lots of Hong Kong 
kung fu. We lost a lot of 
Linda Blair videos to the 
police bonfires. Joe Bob, does 
this country have hope? Do I have hope if I stay here? 
Not only are good videos hard to find, we have Beta 
format! Help! 

Your main (but not only) 
fan in Jakarta, 
4. 
Jakarta, Indonesia 
Dear L.T.: 

Ever since The Year of Living Dangerously came 
out, I have held your country responsible for making 
Linda Hunt a movie star. 

God knows these things. Maybe you deserve 
Beta. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Thanks to your anime reviews and to a friend 
who I discovered owned a large anime collection, I’ve 
fallen headfirst into Japanese cartoons and I can’t 
get out. Besides the science fiction you've recom- 
mended (like Project A-ko, Dominion: Tank Police 
and Dangaio), ’ve found fantasy and horror, histori- 
cal fiction (Mark Twain makes, one hopes, his only 








anime appearance in the 
seriously rambling Re- 
venge of the Ninja War- 
rior), and comedy. Anime 
usually includes plenty of 
comic relief amongst 
weaponry, blood-letting 
and suits of powered ar- 
mor, but some anime de- 
votes itself entirely to 

~ comedy. Uresei Yatsura 
(Those Obnoxious Bins features the long-running 
adventures (200 TV episodes plus several movies) of 
Aturu, “the world’s unluckiest teenager,” whose 
father compulsively ignores everything but the news- 
paper and whose mother keeps saying, “I shouldn’t 
have had him,” and Lum, an alien princess 
who decides Aturu ought to marry her. 
Lum, with her short horns, long green hair 
and trademark tiger-striped boots and bi- 
kini, has become a favorite t-shirt subject 
for anime fans. For fans of serious art, 
Grave of the Fireflies sets forth an intimate 
anti-war statement by following an adoles- 
cent boy and his young sister whose par- 
ents are killed in the waning days of World 
War II. (Warning: if you’ve never cried at a 
mere “cartoon,” bring your handkerchief 
for this one). Rumiko Takahashi’s Rumik 
World stories spill across the genres; check 
out Fire Tripper for Japanese civil war era 
battles, time travel, and a sweet and im- 
mortal morality tale. Western legend mates 
with eastern mythology in the gothic fan- 
tasy Vampire Princess Miyu (two video 
volumes of four connected stories); eerie 
artwork here and a convoluted plot. (One of 
my fascinations with anime is that half the time even 
when I know there is a plot, I don’t get it.) 

Anyway, watching enough of this stuff makes 
me feel like a teenager again (i.e. dazed, stupid and 
horny). Thanks again for covering the subject. 

Regards, 

Rayson Lorrey 

Abilene, Tex. 
Dear Rayson: 

Have you noticed how the Japanese have devel- 
oped that stuff to the point where the nekkid cartoon 
women are actually more desirable than nekkid real 
women? 

Scary, isn’t it? 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I am totally weirded out that you, of all people, 
would take part in the shameful double-decaded 
conspiracy to keep Platinum High School from the 
public. This cinematic masterpiece, which has never 
been shown on TV and never been begrudged even 
the barest acknowledgement of its contribution to 
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Yvette and Mickey, victims of the insidious conspiracy 
to stifle the underrated epic, Platinum High School. 


the history of filmmaking all during the time less 
worthy films bask in the glow of facile praise, de- 
serves to be—needs to be—concealed no longer by 
the bigwig Tinseltown moguls and their purposeful 
policy of censorship. There are virtual legions of film 
students who will otherwise never feast upon this, 
next to Shack Out on Route 4, the most explosive and 
action-packed production yet mounted in Hollywood 
history. 

Try to imagine my boiling gut when, in your 
recent paean to Yvette Mimieux, you “omitted” men- 
tion of—for cryin’ out loud, Joe Bob!—her film debut 
in none other than Platinum High. You name me 
another movie that would ever dare to assemble all 
in one feature: Mickey Rooney (his fourth comeback 
role!) as the probing father bent on searching out the 
real truth about his son’s fatal “accident”; Terry 
Moore (in her only on-screen comeback!) as the 
obfuscatory sexetary of the military academy for 
delinquent rich kids whose social-climbing, pre-femi- 
nist, divorcee mothers have no time for; the immor- 
tal Dan Duryea (eclipsing even the sleazoid head- 
master of a school so nasty it has to be way out ona 
crummy island somewhere); and Patty Duke’s 
superwimp boyfriend, Eddie Applegate (in the most 
chilling change-of-pace performance since James 
Arness crossed over from sci-fi to westerns) as the 
school bully and headmaster’s snitch. Others in the 
cast—due to the Hollywood-imposed blackout, it’s 
been such a long time since anybody’s had a chance 
to see it—may well have been Richard Jaeckel 
(Hollywood’s perennial drill-sergeant and the only 
guy short enough to go mano-a-mano with the Mick) 
as the enforcer of Duryea’s innovative brand of 
hazing, Elisha Cook Jr. (almost de rigeur in a movie 
of this calibre) as the spookily nervous custodian 
who knows too much and says too little until it’s too 
late, and a lot of other people right off the AI contract 
lot who are all probably real famous now, but who’s 


ever going to know since it’s too tough to 
recall after thirty years if that was them 
or not anyway. 

Although at least once Ms. Mimieux 
is Shown bikini-clad dockside: as was un- 
fortunately all too typical in those hal- 
cyon years, no breasts; bayonet (with at- 
tached M-1) in the back; crop fu; stomp-a- 
Rooney; gratuitous multipurpose-room 
fire; and a speedboat explosion climax 
that has been used over and over again in 
action films of lesser merit—or maybe 
just lower budget. Academy Award nomi- 
nation for (you guessed it) Yvette for not 
doin’ nothin’ since there was no part re- 
ally ever written for her character, but 
they realized this was just too important 
a movie not to make it her debut, so they 
made her a deaf mute or something so 
they could stick her in at the last minute 
because they didn’t have any lines that would add to 
the plot, so what else could they really do? And you 
just gotta add a whole extra star on to the other five 
for when the polo team cheerleaders scream, “Plati- 
num! Platinum! Flatten ‘em, flatten ‘em!” Well, maybe 
that last is one of those memory warp things, but it’s 
at least five stars for sure, Joe Bob; what’s the 
skinny? 

No longer yours, 

Stephen Lowe 

Oakland, Calif. 
Dear Steve: 

Sheesh. I didn’t know Yvette meant so much to 
you. But, as you must know, there’s only one man on 
the planet with enough power to suppress all knowl- 
edge of an Yvette Mimieux movie. And he would be 
capable of doing it, too. 

I speak, of course, of Leonard Maltin. 


ipoooo ooo oooooooooooooooo ooo oooooooooooooooooonsoooooo ot 


That Flick. 


MOoOoOnoOoOoOoOoooOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoooooOoOoOoOoooOoOoOoOoOoOoooOooOoooOooooooooo! 


This Week's Contest 


Jerry Tannenbaum of New Carlisle, Indiana: 
“Biologists are reporting the disappearance of frogs, 
yes, frogs all over the contiguous 48 states. Do I 
remember correctly that there was an old flick about 
a crazed tycoon who was going around collecting 
frogs to open up a chain of frogburger stands? Is this 
life imitating art? Do you know anything about 
this?” 

A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. Send 


“Find That Flick” questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, 
P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the April 18 issue, Betty Stinson of Woo- 
druff, South Carolina, asked about “a fifties horror 
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movie” that “took place in the Caribbean where 
someone kidnapped peasants for slave labor mining 
(?) in a deep cave with froth on the walls. If they 
touched the froth, it turned them into big blobby 
mindless zombie workers. At one time a calypso 
singer in a nightclub sang about the cave, and pre- 
teen me was so impressed, I sat through the scene 
twice to memorize some of the lines. ‘Down, down, 
down in the bottomless cave. Down, down, down past 
the very last grave. You’ve got to die if you want to 
be reborn.” 

We received six correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And he is... 

Bryan Senn of Kent, Washington: “The film 
Betty asked about is an obscure 1957 sci-fi/horror 
blend called The Unknown Terror, an apt name since 
the movie itself is about as unknown as the terror. 
The plot has Mala Powers, John Howard, and Paul 
Richards searching for Mala’s brother, who disap- 
peared in the Caribbean while looking for the ‘Cave 
of the Dead’ (a legendary cavern in which local 
native Indians carried out primitive human sacri- 
fices). They find the cave, but they also find an 
exceedingly /arge mad scientist (Gerald Milton) who 

















send innow fora year’ssubscription (new, renewal or giff) 
of The Joe Bob Report and get the 1965 exploitation classic 5 
Minutes To Love starring Rue McClanahan as you’ve never 
seen her before for only $10. Don’t miss Rue’s rousing perfor- 
mance as “Poochie, the girl in the shack” back when she was 
cranking out sleazy B movies. Offer expires October 31, 1994. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus 5 Minutes 
To Love video—S80 in foreign countries. 


[| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


a Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


. >] 9 00%s Joe Bob’sfive books, 1990-94 bind- 
S ers, or list of back issues available 
4 ACK ISSU ES by weg fo address below. 


Ordering information for any of 





Introducing Joe Bob’s anti-Yuppie 
‘Cappuccino My Buft’ coffee mug... 


Get One While They’re Hot! 


Join Joe Bob and raise a mug against Yuppuccinos 
everywhere. This big-nonker 15-ouncer (use Maxwell House 
only, please) is white with ‘Cappuccino My Butt’ on the front 
in black. (Other side of the mug says: “When did everybody 
go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes to this new 
idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla-Wombat 
Espresso will turn you into an art director for music videos?” — 
Joe Bob Briggs) This Texas-sized ceramic sipper is only $9.95— 
plus $2.90 shipping. 


Five Minutes fo a Sixties Sleazefest 
Buy a year’s subscription and get 5 MINUTOS lo gOS for only $10! 


Make checks payable fo The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-368-2310) 


looks more like a big-time wrestler than a mad 
medico (and emotes more like one as well). This 
thinking-man’s Tor Johnson is experimenting with 
some kind of weird fungus which he grows down in 
the cave, turning the locals into fungoid monsters in 
the process. The monsters themselves are never 
shown too clearly, which is just as well since they 
maintain more menace in spongy silhouette than in 
full bubbly view (upon which they look just like what 
they are—actors covered in slimy soap suds). At the 
finale, the fungus gets out of hand, oozing down the 
cave walls and growing at an alarming rate. ‘We 
can’t let it out, we’ve got to seal it in this cave— 
otherwise it'll destroy the world! cries the agitated 
mad doctor. The picture’s highlights are two musical 
numbers performed (and written) by the talented Sir 
Lancelot, billed as “The King of the Calypsos.’ The 
smooth-voiced singer previously made memorable 
appearances (both musical and dramatic) in the Val 
Lewton classics I Walked with a Zombie (1943) and 
The Curse of the Cat People (1944). Those who paid 
money back in 1957 to uncover The Unknown Soap- 
suds ...uh... Terror also journeyed Back From the 
Dead with Arthur Franz on a dreary (though squeaky 
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clean) double-bill.” 

Additional information came 
from our five runners-up... 

Richard Linoleum of Park 
Forest, Illinois: “Directed by 
Charles Marquis Warren, who cre- 
ated Gunsmoke and Rawhide and 
tried to create a new image for 
Elvis in 1969 with Charro! Writ- 
ten by Kenneth Higgins.” 

Terry Maher of Stow, Ohio: 
“The Unknown Terror was part of 
the infamous “‘Dante’s Inferno’ ar- 
ticle in Famous Monsters where 
Joe Dante (director of The Howl- 
ing) listed this as one of the 50 
worst horror films of all time.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Bill Cantey of Charleston, South 
Carolina; Gerald Enrico of 
Hoboken, New Jersey; and Tim 
Murphy of South El! Monte, Cali- 
fornia. 


Friends 


Se 


- enough to appreciate asamplecopyof | 
The Joe Bob Report, and we'll send | 

you a free video from our stockpile of | 
about a thousand titles. Unfortu- 
nately, you don’t get to choose the 
title—unless one of your five names 
subscribes to the newsletter. Then 
you get another video, and you get to 
choose it from the list. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| | 
| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, | 
| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! | 
Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge 

| to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t | 
| forget your signature and expiration | 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
| 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will | 
appear in approximately three weeks. 

| Display advertising is $75 per inch. | 
| | 
| | 
| | 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 








A Fey-m oe) on-m GiE-Kephalsver 


7651 Dietz-Elkhorn Road, Fair Oaks Ranch, 
TX 78006. 


Fanzines 


Loser fanzine devoted to schlock and Bruce 
(Evil Dead) Campbell. $3 to T.R. Ferrara, 
P.O. Box 416, Tarrytown, NY 10591. 


Scream Queen Zines! A one-stop, cutting- 
edge mail-order source for over 1,000 titles. 
Beautifully illustrated 120-page catalog 
includes: fringe/exploitation film, anima- 
tion and sex periodicals. Send $3 to Xines, 
Box JB-1, 1226-A Calle de Comerico, Santa 
Fe, NM 87505. 


“ 


Joe Bob says it’s “very funny.” Good Clean 
Fun. $1 to Gene Mahoney, Box 843, RWC 
CA 94064. 


Miscellaneous 


Paula Jones vs. Bill Clinton Sexual 
Harassment Lawsuit. Your own copy of 
the actual 35 page complaint as filed in the 
U.S. District Court—Little Rock. Only $10 
to: Andersen, P.O. Box 10364-NR, Fuller- 
ton, CA 92635-6364. 

Female domination, fetishes, alternative 
sexuality discussed with intelligence, com- 
passion. We understand! (303) 575-1651. 
Love, Diva Marie 

Visual Art Access helps artists get ahead! 
Brochure: Box 2880, Santa Fe, NM 87504. 
The Drive-In Will Never Die. Try to out- 
live it with Interior Design Nutritional prod- 
ucts. Create health within yourself. Be- 
come a distributor and work toward finan- 
cial independence. Write Steve Ensinger, 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas. TX’ 15221 


Help finance movie; get gifts! $15, SASE: 
Hollywoodruff, 408 S. Main Street, Woo- 
druff, SC 29388. 


Wanted 


Pee Wee Herman items wanted. Send de- 
scription and prices to: Mr. Brown, Box 296, 
Salt Lake City UT 84110 or fax list to (801) 
364-2646. 


Posters 


Available: Vintage horror poster reproduc- 
tions. Send SASE for information to T. 
Riederer, P.O. Box 2338, Buffalo, NY 14240. 


Video Trades 


Wanted: Fred Olen Ray movies to complete 
my collection, especially Hollywood Chain- 
saw Hookers. Will trade anything I have. 
Jim Jumper, 15 Rockaway Drive, Camp 
Hill, PA 17011. 


_ Free Ad for 
_ Video Collectors 
If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 
you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each additional 
-word). No businesses. No deal- 


ers. Just send information to 
P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 
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